Snapshots 
by magicalyoyo 


Category: Miraculous: Tales of Ladybug & Cat Noir 

Genre: Friendship 

Language: English 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2016-04-11 16:07:41 

Updated: 2016-04-11 16:07:41 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:51:37 

Rating: K+ 

Chapters : 1 
Words: 821 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: A series of one-shots exploring relationships between 
characters . First up is Adrien and Plagg. Coming soon: Marinette and 
Nino, Adrien and the Gorilla, Plagg and Nino. Crossposted to ao3 and 
tumblr under the same username. 


Snapshots 

It seemed like a good idea at the time. 

Adrien usually didn't mind the formal dinners, soirA©es and fA^tes 
that went along with being the model son of a famous designer. He 
liked being around people (at least those who didn't look him over as 
if they were judges in a dog show) , and many of the folks who 
attended these events wereaC 1 interesting, to say the least. Despite 
the air of pretentious properness that some, such as the Bourgeois 
family, tried to project, the truth was that wealth tended to bring 
out quirks. Over the past few years, Adrien had become acquainted 
with some of the regulars. There was the Italian photographer, who 
without fail swapped his normal red plaid pants for an immaculately 
tailored suit in the same shades. The old woman, creator of the top 
jewelry line in Paris high fashion, who had beckoned him over, winked 
slyly, and opened her oversize purse to reveal a tiny potbellied pig. 
There were other models, too, and by the end of the night the 
teenagers were usually to be found huddled in a corner or side room, 
giggling over trays of pilfered treats. 

So overall, they were a welcome break from the busy monotony of his 
everyday life (outside of school and saving the world, that is) . But, 
as always, the problem was in the _usually._ This time, in 
particular, was turning out to be one aggravating incident after 
another . 

First, it felt like _everyone _had to tell him just how much he was 
beginning to look like his mother a€" did they think he didn't know 
that already, didn't feel his heart lurch some nights when he caught 
a glimpse of a pair of green eyes, only to turn and find his own 



startled reflection? Then, as he tried to casually saunter towards 
the ample buffet, he stumbled into another social trap and was forced 
to extricate himself from the clutches of another well-meaning, but 
overbearing, couple, who clucked over his lean frame. The irony hurt 
more than the embarrassment, as he gazed longingly at a beautiful 
display of tiny cakes and fruit while they pinched his cheeks and 
frowned . 

But finally, _finally, _he was able to sneak into an empty parlor 
after managing to obtain three pastries, a large glass of red wine 
and enough cheese to satisfy even Plagg. They settled into a dark 
corner with their treats, and Adrien began to relax. 

Well. _Relax _was a bit of an understatement. 

It turned out that wine was much more potent when you hadn't eaten 
for nearly a day, thanks to lunchtime akuma attacks and _someone 
_silencing his alarm clock in the morning, which had caused him to 
miss breakfast as he rushed to get dressed for school. The two hours 
of sleep he'd managed to grab after catching up on homework probably 
didn't help either (seriously, at this point Papillon was probably 
causing more harm to Adrien's schedule than to Paris as a whole. He 
wondered how Ladybug managed it; she always seemed to be on top of 
things) . 

So _maybe_ he was a little tipsier than he'd expected, and _maybe_ it 
had seemed like a perfectly natural reaction to transform into Chat 
Noir and slip out the window when he heard ChloA©'s voice, petulant 
and grating, coming closer and closer as she walked down the hall 
outside. And _maybe, _when he scrambled onto the roof and dropped the 
transformation, he realized he'd forgotten that fusing with his kwami 
would allow any physical conditions to carry over between them. Like 
alcohol, for example. 

He absentmindedly dangled his fingers in front of the kwami ' s face, 
giggling as the tiny cat pounced, missed, and landed face-first in 
Adrien ' s shoe . 

"Your feet smell like cheese. I _like _cheese. I like Paris. You have 
good cheese." Plagg' s voice was soft, slightly slurred, and 
shockingly gentle. His peevishness had settled into sincerity, and 
Adrien was touched. 

"I like Paris too. It has your stinky cheese, and all my friends, and 
_Ladybuga€ 1 _Paris is good. I'm glad we're here. On this rooftop. In 
Paris. It's nice." 

"Kid, you're pretty great too. One of the best partners I've ever 
had. Have I told you that?" 

"You too, Plagg... Even if you did make me oversleep this morning, 
you're the best thing that's happened to me, like, _ever." _ 

"It's not _my _fault you stayed up late and talked about Ladybug in 
your sleep all night. I was tired. But even if you keep me awake 
sometimes, you're good. You're a good friend. I only get to talk to 
one person. And. I'm glad it's you, kitten." 


"I'm glad it's you too. 



Eventually the two fell into a light doze in the warm summer air. 
They never mentioned that night again. If Flagg's sarcasm was 
slightly less acid and Adrien hid a smile whenever the kwami scolded 
him for staying up all night, it wasn't pointed out. 


End 
f ile . 



